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SHOPPING DAY 


i blue and beauty white, 
Beauty of the day and night, 
Be of her the flesh and bone, 
Be her beauty and your own. 


Make her step be light and proud 
Going in a gown of cloud, 

Make her scarves of trailing blue 
Cut from each day’s sky anew. 


Beauty, rob as for a goddess 
Autumn of her brightest bodice; 
Be she true or be she flirt, » 

Of a green tree make the skirt. 


Weave from dusk and dawn to measure 
Fairy frocks when she’s in pleasure, 

Or if she must walk in pain 

Drape about her silver rain. 


Set upon her midnight hair 

Lighted stars to scatter care, 

Make of mountain streams her train, 
And her plumes of waving grain. 


[ii] 


If she walks in heaven or hell 
Beauty dress her body well... . 
Beauty blue and beauty white 
Be her own by day and night. 


[12] 


THE SEALANDS 
we I were on the sealands 


Where winds know how to sting, 
And in the rocks at midnight 
The lost long murmurs sing. 


Would I were with my first love 
To hear the rush and roar 

Of spume below the doorstep 
And winds upon the door. . . 


My first love was a fair girl 
With ways forever new; 
And hair a sunlight yellow, 

And eyes a morning blue. 


The roses, have they tarried, 
Or are they dun and frayed? 
If we had stayed together 
Would love indeed have stayed? 


Ah, years are filled with learning 
And days are leaves of change . . 
And I have met so many 
I knew and found them strange. 
[C13 J 


But on the sealands tumbled 
By winds that sting and blind, 
The nights we watched so silent, 


Come back, come back to mind . . 


I mind about my first love, 
And hear the rush and roar 

Of spume below the doorstep, 
And winds upon the door. 


[14] 


THE LAST NIGHT 


ADN’T we better rise and go 
Down to the wood so ashen-white? 
And you will give me a kiss I know 
Since this is our last night. 


I will give you a kiss indeed, 
A kiss for this and a kiss for that! 
And maybe a kiss to fill your need— 
So go and get your hat. 


This place is best of all, I think, 
With the white star-blossoms in the grass, 
And a whip-poor-will may come to drink, 
But never a body pass. 


This place is well enough, indeed, 
To. bind my soul and senses quite, 

For I shall never again be freed 
From the kiss I give tonight. 


Cis] 


STARS 


See day I will bring to you my basketful of stars, 

I will come and pray your hands to keep them; 

You will never turn away nor think the thing that 
mars, 

But you will look and laugh at them and reap 
them. 


You will say, “We'll not go yet, for else we may 
recall 
The green upon the branches and the brown 
leaves scattered, 
And how the clouds are whiter there than any 
clouds at all. . . 
I think your stars are nice and I am flattered.” 


And you will let me have your hands the while 
that we are there, 
And you will let me have your mouth not Relea 
ing; 
So shall we watch the other stars with old leaves 
in our hair, 
And the swallows back and forth between them 


going. 
[16] 
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THE ANSWER 


2% (ole cranes and wheeling crows... 
I'll remember them,” she said; 
“And I will be your own, God knows, 
And the sin be on my head. 


“T will be your own, and glad; 
Lovers would be fools to care 
If a thing is good or bad, 
When the sky is everywhere. . . 


“T will be your own,” she said, 
“Because your voice is like the rain, 
And your kiss is wine and bread 
Better than my father’s grain.” 


So I took her where she spoke, 

Breasts of snow and burning mouth. . . 
Crying cranes and drifting smoke 

And the blackbirds wheeling south. 


[171] 


THE DOOR 
‘leet is a proud and gentle thing, a better thing 


to own 

Than all of the wide impossible stars over the 
heavens blown, 

And the little gifts her hand gives are careless 
given or taken, 

And though the whole great world break, the 
heart of her is not shaken. . . 

Love is a viol in the wind, a viol never stilled, 

And mine of all is the surest that ever time has 
willed. 

I shall speak to her though she goes before me into 
the grave, 

And though I drown in the sea, herself shali laugh 
upon a wave; 

And the things that love gives after shall be as they 
were before, 

For life is only a small house . . . and love is an 

' open door. 


[18] 
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PERSPECTIVES 


WILD PLUM 


es are unholy who are born 

To love wild plum at night, 

Who once have passed it on a road 
Glimmering and white. 


It is as though the darkness had 
Speech of silver words, 

Or as though a cloud of stars 
Perched like ghostly birds. 


They are unpitied from their birth 
And homeless in men’s sight 

Who love better than the earth 
Wild plum at night. 


[21] 


THE INTERPRETER 


I the very early morning when the light was low 
She got all together and she went like snow, 
Like snow in the springtime on a sunny hill, 

And we were only frightened and can’t think still. 


We can’t think quite that the katydids and frogs 

And the little crying chickens and the little grunt- 
ing hogs, 

And the other living things that she spoke for to us 

Have nothing more to tell her since it happened 


thus. 


She never is around for anyone to touch, 
But of ecstasy and longing she too knew much. . . 
And always when anyone has time to call his own 


She will come and be beside him as quiet asa stone. *~ 


[ 22 J 


THE HOME FIRE 


iba home fire’s a lazy fire 

And wood it should be, 

And the thoughts said about it 
Begin with we. 


The home fire’s a cold fire 
Time may come, and dead; 

Then there’s the road to go 
And the stranger’s bed. 


[231 


MOTHERS AND CHILDREN 


pes are we of fire 

And orderly desire, 
And on that day 

‘The leaves all pray 

And the stars all wait 

By the smallest wooden gate 
To listen to the cry 

Of a woman by and by. 


And they gather in the door to see his little feet 
And go away and whisper there are none more sweet; 
They peep in his eyes and laugh like a lord 

To see another human that is not yet bored. . . 
Old men and ladies, they go that way 

And very, very silly are the things they say! 


We are born of woman 

And they say she is human 
But we very soon know 

She is more than so. . . 

For we drink from her cup 
With the top closed up 

And no matter how we press 
It grows no less. 


[24] 


She sits by the sky where the wind comes through 
And knows what we want by the things we do; 
The sound of her voice gives life with her milk, 
And the feel of her face is as smooth white silk. . . 
A man may be ninety with a very long beard 
And not be any better than his mother feared. 


[251 


FAILURE 


F@ score years the birds have flown 
Back from March to May, 
And this land has never known 

A man who made his way. 


Flocks have passed of faces here 
Jovial and sour, 

And never a single one of them 
Became a man of power. 


Year on year these slopes were ploughed 
By man and boy and still 

Hardly have they yielded more 
Than the burying bill. 


Five score years they’ve risen green 
Almost from the snow; 

Now they’re beautiful and clean. . . 
Failure made them so. 


[ 26] 


POET AND PLANTER 
(Gesies leaves are best for books, 


Libraries are something dead; 
Leaf of corn and leaf of rye— 
To be cooked, not read! 


Here is print—the seeds that fall, 
They make prose of finer gold. 

Print that is not black and small 
May go wet and mold! 


Fool, the poems of the earth 
Come with every spring afresh! 
Harvest’s eaten . . . what's the worth, 
More unlovely flesh? 


27.1 


MYSTERIES 


Ne goes with you down to a pond 
And he sticks his very nose in the dirtiest of 
ground, 
Where you wouldn’t even sit in the oldest of 
clothes, 


But a dog will do it, and why, God knows! 


A boy grows up and he lives in a town 

Where the prettiest girls walk up and down; 

He looks at one a little and gives her a rose 

And he’s off to cut his throat .. . why, God 
knows! 


A man ploughs ground and his sons grow big, 
His wife gets thinner and she needs a wig; 
He has money in the bank, in acres and in rows, 


And beauty in his looks . . . why, God knows! 


[ 28 J 


Secu LORS 


Wwe the narrow aisles of a garden run 

Between the flowers out to the sun 
There’s nothing to do but walking, walking, 
And little to say, but talking, talking; 

Between the aisles the flowers grow— 

What do they care, and why should they know? 


Where the narrow aisles of a garden end, 

Onward and upward the highways bend; 
There’s nothing to do but going, going, 
Little seeing and still less knowing, 

For yet as you go the hills receede— 

Why do they wait and what do they need? 


[291] 


FLOWERS 


ORGON-HEAD and Golden-tongue— 
I’ll name flowers that none has sung. 


Henna-flame and Blackamore— 
Flowers that never bloomed before. 


Mirth-maker and Madhair Queen— 
These are flowers you have not seen. 


Fire-in-dew and Dream-awake— 
Flowers no living hand shall take. 


/ Star-desire and Lady’s Breath— 
| Flowers that lead a man to death. 


[30] 


ROYALTY 


I HAVE spent the morning wide 
Watching how a thoughtful bride 
Gives to incidents of cleaning 
Subtle sense and quiet meaning. 


Metal tapping metal comes 
And a pregnant vessel hums 
Mother-music in its steam, 
While she puts away the cream. 


Stillness loiters like a vagrant 
And the dust-pile, round and fragrant, 
Is as clean as grassy mold 


With the love that it can hold. 


She’s no empress, not at all, 
Nor do haughty heralds call— 
Yet may bards and rulers meet 
Equals in her hands and feet. 


C31] 


DIGNITY 


Noe old gray cocks 
Reach to your knees; 


Their tall tail feathers 
Dance in the breeze. 


When they stop to talk 
They stretch still higher, 

And peck you if you walk 
Close to the wire. 


The old gray cocks 
Are prouder than a king, 
And even when they scratch 
It’s a dignified thing. 


[32 


EVERY AFTERNOON 
Dien afternoon, 


When the windows dim, 
And the sky above the roof 
Turns dark before it’s brighter; 
Every dusk that comes 
In the recurrent whim 
Of time, gives you a moment 
Breathless and aloof. 


Like an apple hung 
Upon an appletree, 
When breezes rise and flout 
The leaves that are the lighter; 
As motionless and still, 
Point and periphery, 
In that hour you finish 
What you are about. 


[33] 
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REQUIEM 


Dz deep, 

Where you sleep, 
The worms creep; 
With grave eyes, 
Solemn, wise, 

The owls keep 

Watch in your sleep. 


What is worth 
Your young mirth 
Under earth? 

Dust dims 

Your white limbs— 
Ah, the dearth 

Of your mirth! 


Sweet, sweet, 
Your little feet 
Were fleet; 
Now they lie, 
Each other by, 
In the winding sheet, 
Little feet. 
[C374 


Rest, rest, 
Little guest, 
Sod on breast; 
Swiftly sped 
Loves you shed 
Killed the rest 
In your breast. 


Lost in song, 
Loving wrong— 
Long, long, 
Sweet, now rot; 
God wot 

Death the strong 
Stilled your song. 


[38] 


SENSE 
Ww" does he want of beauty, always saying 


Beauty is something born upon the sea, 
Or apple-blossoms in the dusk or rainfall 
Slanting against a black green tree. 


What will he get of beauty, and not take it 
One of these nights when I am dead of talk. . . 

I’ve seen fellows that he wouldn’t look at 
Tremble if they passed me on a walk. 


C394 


THE MAD WOMAN 


Gr sat home long, the woman 
Who came through our wood, 
After years of seeing 

But what her window could. 


I wonder if the wild eyes 
I saw as she passed 
Found beneath the river 
What cleared their gaze at last. 


I wonder if her face 
Was not a girl’s again, 
And if she found the flowers 
Thick about the glen; 


And if among her thoughts 
So dark we couldn’t see, 

It only was her reason 
Came to make her free. 


[40] 


THE PORTRAIT 
M great-grandmother sits in her frame. 


The red of her cloak burns warin as a flame, 
The blue of her eyes has a gleam of play 
And the day she sat was a fine bright day. 


The courtly old painter I am sure wore lace 

And the things he said brought a flush to her face, 
For there is the pleased cheek, fine as down— 
My young great-grandmother in a black gown. 


[41] 


THE TFHREE:GENERATIONs 


Alpes country round, the country round, 
Oh go and buy your piece of ground, 
And till it in the shade and sun, 

And till it ’til the day is done. 


The shine is on your suit of serge, 
As from the workshop you emerge 
At six, and then in bed you lie; 
In darkness live, in darkness die. 


The country gives men food and wit; 
*Tis good men’s sons grow tired of it, 
And good men’s sons bad fathers are, 
And good men’s grandsons wander far. 


They say that paths run round and round, 
That men who fly come back to ground— 
Go till the country in the sun, 

Go, go, before your days are done. 


[421] 


THE RIVER MAN 


eae and lean and gray of eye, 
He’ll sometimes look up at the sky 
And listen hard as if he heard 

A sound where you’d not hear a word. 


He rather thinks he’s satisfied, 

He’d better change before he died; 

A fellow will get in a groove, 

It had been best for him to move. . . 


But often when he’s busiest 

With stock and chickens and the rest— 
Bringing the fuel and cutting ice, 

Or taking buckets to the styes, 


Or pointing posts, up in the wood, 

Or other things a farmer should, 

He'll stop clean off and, Lord knows why, 
Listen and look up at the sky. 
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LUCK 


ot by any song of mine 
Will men set store 
But if I make gold shine 
Where silver was before. 


Not for treasures unknown 


Will she think me worth, 
But to build a fine stone 
House upon the earth. 


Now what is there crueler 
God has ever done. . . 
I’m not any jeweller 
Nor a builder’s son. 
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COUNTRY GIRLS 


Gece. girls, where are you? 
I cannot find you 
Anywhere around here 

Where the country lies; 
I have looked in vain 
In and out of houses 
For your shiny round arms 

And your delft blue eyes. 


Country girls, you have not 

Stayed about your hearths 

To keep them clean and polished 
As new laid eggs. . . 

I shall go away 

To the town to find you 

Up there in the lights 
With bold bare legs! 


Country girls, it still is 
Very disappointing 
Not to see you washing 
Aprons in a brook; 
But who would stop to watch you 
Here in the country 
Or give away his silver 
Just for a look? 
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SHELA YOU CEE SIPEG 


Se lay quite still when morning came, 
The hours of sleep had not been three; 


Her eyelids moved, her cheeks were flame. 


I know her heart was not the same 
As yesternight it had to be; 
She lay quite still when morning came. 


The bare white thing that was her shame 
The morning light kissed tenderly; 
Her eyelids moved, her cheeks were flame. 


They quoted her a wanton dame— 
This thing I had not thought to see; 


She lay quite still when morning came. 


She bore so well her livid fame, 
It seemed a miracle to me— 
Her eyelids moved, her cheeks were flame. 


Of all the wonders in God’s name 

No awe like this has come to me. . . 
She lay quite still when morning came, 
Her eyelids moved, her cheeks were flame. 
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SONG FOR THE LITTLE MISTRESS 


pes of little zephyr bells 

On the night air, 

Do you bring me tiding? 

Do you bring me tiding? 

Moonbeam washing all the grass, 
You who washed her hair, 

Is my true love hiding? 

Oh, where is she hiding? 


She could not have gone to war, 
She was far too weak for that, 
Far too small and weak for that— 
She has not become a star, 
She was far too meek for that, 
Far too young and meek for that! 


Purple bit of slender grasses 
In the tree’s shade, 
Can you tell me news of her? 
Can you tell me news of her? 
Fire-flies darting here and there, 
Seeming half afraid, 
Who is it makes use of her? 
Who is it makes use of her? 
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My true love cannot be dead, 
She was far too swift for that, 


Far too shy and swift for that. . . 


Ah, she laid her in her bed, 
Now her soul’s adrift for that, 
Lost and all adrift for that! 
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FRANCES 


I WILL love you, sir, a little, 
But you can’t expect me long 
To sit here idly listening 

To the negro-singer’s song. 


I have felt a touch of sadness 
For the talk is running low, 
And night will turn to morning 
When the women rise to go. 


I will love you, sir, a little, 
But with laughter not at all; 

For tomorrow I must waken 
To another carnival. 
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THE WORKER 


Ge sits where piles of breeches 

Shut in the poisoned air, 

While you are at the beaches, 
And I am at the Fair. 
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THE LOOM-GIRL 


R among the fields 
White with carrot-bloom, 
She walked by my side 
Dreaming of her loom, 


Her loom that ever called her 
Ruthlessly, and she 

Was dumb by the starlight 
And dumb by the sea. 


Far among the sand-dunes, 
Green with waving grass, 
She walked by my side 
A dream-lost lass. 


But deaf amid the stir 

And the dust of the loom, 
She thinks of the sands, 

And the wild carrot-bloom. - 
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PERIENCE 


WISDOM 
Oo” of wisdom this I learned: 


Flee from it as from a fire, 
And with sail and rudder turned 
Go to your desire. 


All the winds shall follow then, 

All the stars shall look that way, 
Asking how a child of men 

Can be wise as they. 
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THE TREE TOAD 


Tiny bell the tree toad has, 
I wonder if he knows 
The charm it is to hear him 
Ringing as he goes. 


He can’t have gone the journeys 
He tells me to go on, 

Here in the darkness 
Of the cool, cropped lawn. 


He cannot know the thrill 
Of the soft spring wind, 

Or the wonder when you walk 
What will come behind. 


He hasn’t seen the places 
I'd break my heart to win, 
Nor heard the city calling 
When the cold comes in. 


He sings away contented, 

_ And doesn’t leave his tree, 

But he sets my blood a-going 
Where his song will never be. 
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EOL D HOME 


Vor would not find an elm so tall 
As that one by the drive, 
Nor a woman’s body as dried and small 
As hers and seem to thrive; 
And there was a man of stormy frame 
And beard unflecked with white 
Who sat beside her Bible-desk 
In the lamp’s old-fashioned light; 
And these two had as different hopes 
As ever two alive. 


Somewhere was hung a girl’s profile, 
Black with gold-tinted hair, 

And beside the polished Franklin burner 
Was a long-backed walnut chair; 

I had known these things all years before, 
Known them and more than all 

A certain owl that once had hooted 
From near the milk-house wall; 

And that dim room and that whole house 
Had a grave unlikely air. 


I thought of forgotten and dismal sounds 
And remembered flawless days, 
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4 
Until they fled back choking upon me 
And the lamp-light blurred to haze; 
I felt the presences in that room 
As a ceremonious thing. . . 
And that small old lady sitting by 
That dark man murmuring, 
Smiled at him as a bride who was there 
Smiled at her baby’s ways. 


We visitors, it was the dead we thought of, 
For had one done his will 

In that old house and that old room 
It had shaken from the hill— 

Roof and beam in a rain of dust 
Upon that gathered group 

And only the young feet would have sounded 
Hastening, from the stoop. . . 

So we, like the memories of the dead, 
Were courteous and still. 
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ENTERTAINING 


WONDER if the high tree, 
Four arms around 
Ever feels its heart 
Beating in the ground. 


I can feel it stretched here, 
Shoulders on the sod, 
And both ears open 
To sounds from God. 


Oh, the sun has shaken 
The dirt beneath my soles, 
And brought a wind from China 
Singing round the Poles. 


The thousand things I want 
Are gathered in a row 

From this spot of meadow 
To the spring below. . . 


All the fun and money 
The world can boast 
Have come away to visit 

Here where I am host! 
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Tot b 2 POE OF OHS 2x0 Uber 


Sys told of Ithaca 

And stories told of Troy, 

Stories told of tragic folk 
And stories told of joy... 


All these tales I’ve learned by heart, 
But one know nothing of— 

And that’s the tale my self told 
To his young love. . . 


Oh, what a wealth of faith was there 
And what a way he had, 

And how Id like to talk to him, 
That strange, wild lad. 


How I’d like to hear his lies, 
And watch his face and see 
The trouble as he tried and tried 

Never to be me. 
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THE MELODY 
RE is a melody 


I love to sing, 
Death is a gray bird 
With a bright wing! 


Let me wear colors gay 
During life’s spell, 

Let me wear Death, a flower, 
In my lapel! 


Death is a classic mould, 
Grave Grecian gourd— 

Let me be melted 
And into it poured! 
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VALE, H.D_J. 


Wes faced the darkness but would not cry out, 

You felt the cold but held your secret fast; 

We know now what your business was about 
And why you kept it from us to the last. 


In that first April weather, hands on knee, 
You sat, a far look sometimes on your face. . . 
So you made friends with Death, and hoodwinked, 
we 
Are wondering at the stillness in your place. 


You saw the great line drawn beneath your feet, 
And could not care for news of war and men, 

But drank the tumbling world and all its sweet 
Was quickened, and you were a boy again. 


The old things filled you with a welcome peace— 
Pigeons and dogs and the awakening green 
Of hedge and hillside; thence you had release © 


To some strange beauty we could not have seen. 


The fine last flower of faith, the wit and worth— 
Go, brother, these the wealth of you we cherished; 
None truer to his compass walked the earth, 
Nor seemlier in his courage ever perished. 
[ 62] 
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LITTLE THINGS 


| Scone nothing very beautiful and nothing 
very gay 
About the rush of faces in the town by day, 

But a light tan cow in a pale green mead, 

That is very beautiful, beautiful indeed. . . 

And the soft March wind and the low March mist 
Are better than kisses in a dark street kissed. . . 
The fragrance of the forest when it wakes at dawn, 
The fragrance of a trim green village lawn, 

The hearing of the murmur of the rain at play 
These things are beautiful, beautiful as day! 

And I shan’t stand waiting for love or scorn 
When the feast is laid for a day new-born. . . 

Oh better let the little things I loved when little 
Return when the heart finds the great things brittle; 
And better is a temple made of bark and thong 
Than a tall stone temple that may stand too long. 
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TO A BROTHER 


OLITARY poplars stand 
Where, when moons were slim, 


I beneath a summer sky 
Talked with him. 


"Round odd corners of the mind 
We came near to see 

Eye to eye beneath the moon 
And the poplar tree. 


Yet when it was broad day 
Again and stillness flown, 

He and I in city streets 
Met with eyes of stone. 


Now, where lonely poplars:stand, 
If the moon be slim, 

I may go and speak my mind. . . 
But no word from him. 
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TREASURE 


HAT have I counted as life’s gold? 
A tree, the smell of autumn fire; 
Some days of peace that would:not hold; 
Love in a Western shire. 


Skies when you lie upon your back; 
Hills that make a water-cup; 

All gleaming parallels of track, 
All brown roads leading up. 
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TO A DEAD CLASSMATE 


I REMEMBER going down there first 
To that tawdry dark hotel, 
Where you kept a big mahogany paint-box 
And a dozen or more French books; 
I remember how you looked at me 
With worried, suspicious looks, 
And curled your lip at something, 
In the pride you could not quell. .. 
Do you ever hear me asking now 
If things with you are well? 


All else at college was so little 
When once my labors won, 

And I was sure you were friends with me, 
And went to that hotel 

Seven times a week to that little room 
With the country-parlor smell, 

And talked of cities and poems 
As a thousand boys have done, 

But as neither you nor I had ever 
Talked with anyone. 


I remember hazy nights 
_ And the columns white and high, 
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The columns so beautifully futile 
Left from the old burned hall; 

Like the white arms of a girl they held us 
Who had known no love at all. 

We lay and sent our hopes with smoke 
Into the summer sky. . . 

Do you hear me when I send to you 
A question or a cry? 


I remember how I came from there. . . 
That little dark hotel, 
And left a promise of Paris with you 
As a girl might have left a kiss; 
I remember the corners I turned to come 
From there and the years to this— 
As clear as your parting diffidence, 
The pride you could not quell. . . 
Have you ever since heard me asking 
If things with you were well? 
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EBB SAND AND STARS 


I 


ROM that last touch of fingers 
The broken wire, 

The message suspended 

Over a desert of rain. 


II 
Peace. .-. go, 
And in strange places, 
Unexpected turns, 
You will find me. 


Ill 
Unforgotten? 
Unremembered? 
Does the river forget light 
Or remember flowing? 


IV 
Here, 
There will be sounds always 
Of music beginning. . . 
Born of that anguish. 
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Vv 
Better to bless 
Those steeps of yourself, 
Those flowered valleys, 
With new grass. 


VI 


eee he ae 

Ah no . . . come closer. 
Wesson. ts 

You cannot help come closer. 


VII 
Ebb sand and stars, 
These be the healing mutes. . . 
Beaten down are the sounds of the sea, 
And I am alone. . . 


Vill 


The tree will whisper, 
The window laugh, 
The room hold me. . . 
Trying to displace you. 


| IX 
Yes, the wheat and the tares, 
The able and pitiable things. . 
The sky of my memory of you 
Floods them all. 
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xX 
I would go deeper 
But I fear to tread the earth there, 
I fear that crust. 


There is all hell beneath it. 


XI 
And the nights, 
They will be filled with lines, 
That vainly try to express longing, 
While the wind flaps a shutter. 


XII 
O temple bells! 
O far Japan of that verandah! 
Such grief will come 
From a spiral vine with flowers. . . 


XIII 


The sumach will follow you, 
The plum-bloom and redbud, 


And the flowers of another summer. . . 


But I shall not feel goodbye. 


XIV 

These things that I say, 

They will be as nothing, 

They will be as dead grass, 

They will be burnt up with flame. 
[704 


DILEMMA 


Ww". though the moon should come 
With a blinding glow, 
And the stars have a game 
On the wood’s edge. . . 
Still a man would have 
To cut and weed and sow, 
And lay a white line 
When he plants a hedge. 


What though God 

With a great sound of rain 
Came to talk of violets 

And things people do. . . 
I would have to labor 

And dig with my brain 
Still to get a truth 

Out of all words new. 
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